THE  LIFE  OF  KATHERINE  MANSFIELD

as steel.    Katherine expected nothing less ;  but she
had dreams of something more.

She was told to return to her husband ; and she
refused. She had good reason for refusing ; she
was with child., and not by her husband. And she
was not ashamed, not contrite. Her rebellion had
taken life, and she would defend it.

There was nothing for it, then, but Katherine
must go abroad and hide. The tender sympathy of
the old Professor in Katherine's favourite A Tedious
Story was not to be expected. The one thing
needful in this case was that the breath of scandal
should not be wafted overseas. So Katherine was
despatched to Germany, first to a convent in the
mountains, and then settled in the Bavarian village
of Woerishofen. There she lodged with the post-
mistress, who was kind to her, and ate at a pension.
But soon she became seriously ill. She had been
walking exultantly, barefoot, in the wild woods, and
she was badly chilled. She lay shivering in bed, and
wrote :

" I think it is the pain that makes me shiver and
feel dizzy. To be alone all day, in a house whose
every sound seems foreign to you, and to feel a terrible
confusion in your body which affects you mentally,
suddenly pictures for you detestable incidents,
revolting personalities, which you only shake off to
find recurring as the pain grows worse again. . . .

" The only adorable thing I can imagine is for my
Grandmother to put me to bed and bring me a bowl
of hot bread and milk, and, standing with her hands
folded, the left thumb over the right, say in her ador-
able voice : f There, darling, isn't that nice ? ' Oh,
what a miracle of happiness that would.be. To wake
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